every week and mounting fast. Nearly everyone who could
get away from the city was packing up hastily. The few
inadequate roads that led from London were choked with
coaches, waggons, carts, pack-horses, horsemen* Many
families stumbled along on foot trundling their most prized
possessions as though they were fleeing from a theatre of
war. Still Charles stayed on at Whitehall while his courtiers
and the news writers grumbled that he was needlessly risk-
ing the most precious life in the Kingdom by remaining so
close to the pestilential city. At last, in July, he reluctantly
moved to Hampton Court.

He hated to leave his favourite palace. Whitehall con-
tained all the works of art he admired most, had more
facilities for amusement and was more conveniently, laid
out than any other place he could find. Nowhere else could
his enormous retinue be accommodated so comfortably as in
the series of rambling buildings that constituted Whitehall,
Furthermore the place had been adapted with great skill
to his Majesty's especial requirements. His own apartments
pleased him more than any other lodgings and were ar-
ranged so that he could communicate with the least possi-
ble trouble with any other part of the palace. On one side
they opened into the suite set aside for the Queen; on the
other they led to the quarters of the Maids of Honour.

A narrow, exceedingly private flight of stairs circled
down from a tiny anteroom adjoining his bedchamber into
the lodgings occupied by Will Chiffinch, " Keeper of the
Backstairs," a discreet and talented fellow who served his
master well as confidential messenger, spy and pimp. Chif -
finch's apartments opened onto the Thames, and a few
small boats were always waiting at the private landing at
the foot of the backstairs. It was down this flight that his
Majesty went in pursuit of women and adventure. It was
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